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Hurt 


Pacing the studio, | pause only to look at the blank wall. One there were photos up there, one for each of the 
band. 


Feeling the pressure from the fans and management, | kicked James out and got in touch with Junior. | wasn't 
sure if | wanted him back. I'm still not sure. | shattered his heart and he destroyed mine. The shards still live 


within me, cold, hard spikes which rip through my soul. 


Did | love him. Yeah, | did. He was the most precious thing | ever had. | loved looking at him, admiring him, and 
wondering how | ever wound up with him. He was too good to me, putting up with years of my shit. 


Do | love him now? No, | don't. He's another hired hand, only here to appease the fans. Sure, we'll make it look 


like we're best buddies again but he'll know, in no uncertain terms, that this is a business deal. Nothing more. 
So why am | so nervous? Why am | acting like this is my first date? 


| hear voices and a dull ache springs to life in my chest. | hear laughing and that familiar, deep voice. Closing 


my eyes, | press my fingers into my palm. 


| don't need him. 
| don't need him. 


| dont need him. 


The door opens and he walks in, laughing and joking with one of our techs. The guy looks at me, nods, and closes 


the door. 

Junior looks me up and down. There's a hardness to his eyes. 

"Dave." 

"Junior." 

His eyes narrow, brow furrowing. "I'd appreciate it if you call me David now." 


"Whatever." | turn and drop onto the couch and pick up a thick sheaf of papers. His new contract. "Got your 
signed copy. Just want To go over it with you." 


So | can make sure you don't screw me out of eighteen million, you little shit. 

"Already got my lawyers to look over it” 

"That may be, but | still want to go over it" 

David doesn't move, instead standing just out of my line of sight. | move my head and take in his legs. Long, 
strong and endless. | remember them wrapping around me, forcing me to fuck him until he screamed. Now 
they poured into skintight black jeans. It's like he's taunting me. Or trying to get me to give in again. Which I'm 
not. I'm through with the little scumbag. He tried to screw me over and, in return, I've put the thumbscrews 


on him. 


"So." | begin to flick through it the papers. "You get two thousand per week while we're recording and touring. 
You get a sixth of any post-tax profits-" 


"What happened to equal shares, Dave?" His voice is as hard as his eyes. 


| finally look up at him, staring in to a face | no longer know. "You're an employee now, Junior. Nothing more. 


You get what you're given and like it. You want more? Fuck off back to your shitty little covers band." 


His hand slices across my face, a stinging backhand to my cheek, my head snapping to one side. I'm on my feet, 
the pages scattering as | grab him by the throat. Junior's face twists in to a snarl as | back him up against 


the wall, my infamous anger flaring. 


"Go on, Mustaine. Fuckin’ hit me. You know you want to." He sneers and snickers. "You've never changed. 
Someone challenges your fuckin’ authority and you lash out. | asked you a simple question and you fuckin’ get in 


my fuckin’ face over it." 


"Fu-" Suddenly there's a yank of my hair and Junior pushes himself away from the wall, his hand tangled in 


my hair. | can't help but follow him, my hands clawing as he drags me across the room. 


Junior pushes me to the couch, smirking as | sprawl across it. "I'm here to do a fuckin job and if you so much 
as think of calling me "Junior", or pissing me off, or hazing me, or whatever, then l'm walkin’ and you can find 


yourself another bass player. Don't forget who helped you get where you are, shithead." 


"You conceited little shit," | hiss. "Conceited fuckin’, arrogant, little shit. You didn't do shit. You rode my coattails 


for fuckin’ years." 


He makes a move to hit me again and | grab his wrist. Junior stumbles and falls, legs on either side of mine as 
he crashes in to my lap. My hand holds his hair, my face mirroring the sneer on his as our noses are crushed 


together. 
"Fuck you," he hisses, teeth bared. "Fuck you and your phoney fuckin’ promises." 


| snort and snap his head to one side, grinning as he grimaces. Yet the anger's beginning to fade, my groin 
beginning to betray me. 


"How about | show you who's really boss, huh?" | smirk. 


Pulling him from the couch, | ignore his protests and thrashing and toss him back down There's something 
distinctly arousing about watching him struggle, the flailing hair and limbs, the screamed threats and uttered 
pleas. He doesn't have time to move before l'm pinning to the couch. Hazel eyes flash dark, Junior's anger of so 
evident. | give him another back hand, silencing and stilling him. The anger drains to lust and, glancing at his 


crotch, | can see a familiar bulge. The pair's no doubt exciting him. He always did like being smacked around. 


"Why'd you come back?" | demand before snatching a handful of his honey hair. "Wifey not as good as me? Not 
giving you the beating you life?" | yank his hair and he arches from the couch, snarling, his eyes screwed shut 
as he follows my hand. "How about | put you over my knee? Beat your ass black and blue? You always liked 


that. Always loved tasting my hand." 


Another yank and another howl. Junior's hand claw at my face, scratching my cheeks. | try to bat him away 
but he grabs my hair and pulls me down, crushing my lips against his. Its my turn to flail, trying to push 
myself away, but his grip's iron-tight, his fingers clawing at my scalp as he forces his tongue between my lips. 
For the first time in years, | taste him, taste the coffee and the chewing gum. And | want him. Want to plunge 


my dick into his plush, warm hole and hear him howl my name. 


Hauling myself away, | use one arm to hold him down as | tear his tight jeans from his legs. Junior arches 


from the cushions, hissing and spitting, eyes lit with the fires of Hades. A foot is jammed in to my stomach. 
"Fuck you, Dave! | don't fuckin’ want this!" 


Sniggering, | hit him again, his head snapping into the arm of the couch. A red mark burns on his cheek, the 


slap silencing him for a moment. 


Then he comes back, all guns blazing. Hands grab me, lock around my throat, and push me up and away. | gag, 
my eyes bulging, my hands locked around his wrists. He forces me back, spittle flying from his lips as he 
pushes me down. Straddling my hips, his erection proud against his stomach, Junior snarls down at me. His 


fingers ease from around my throat but remain in place. 
Holding me down, he again crushes his lips to mine. "Fuck you. Fuck everything you do." 


Growling, | rock my hips, giving him a taste of what's to come. He continues to assault my mouth, poisonous 
words falling from my lips. Junior fights with my clothes and | let him. | want this. | want to feel him on my 
cock. When he goes to stick his fingers in my ass, | grab him around the waist and tackle him from the couch 
and to the floor. He looks up at me, stunned shock etched in his face. Honey-blonde hair, thinner than before, 
fans out around his head. But those long legs, big eyes and plump lips are still the same. Still begging me to use 


him. 


Then he begins to struggle, screaming bloody murder. Clamping one hand over his mouth, | pin his wrists above 


his head. 


My face breaks in to its infamous sneer. "Shut the fuck up, Junior and take it like a man. Or is that what 


wifey's beaten out of you? Made you all limp wristed? Is that why you've come running back to me?" 

He howls behind my hand and starts to struggle again. | love it when he fights. Makes it all the more delicious. 
"Oh, calm the fuck down" | kick his legs apart and position myself between them. Closing my eyes, | appreciate 
the moment. Its been eight long years since | had a decent fuck. Eight long years of fucking pussy instead of a 
rice, tight ass. And | bet his is tight. Virgin tight. It'll be like busting his delicious cherry all over again 

Taking the hand from his mouth, | slick my fingers with spit and prepare him as best | can. | can give him that 
nicety at least because, once l'm in him, he ain't getting any more. He bucks and howls. Yet all too soon his 
voice changes to mewls and he's willingly thrusting on to my fingers. 


| give him a rough kiss. "See, not so bad is it, Junior. You love it really.” 


Large hazel eyes silently gaze up at me, pleading with me to finish it. His cock is still hard, still tempting me. 


Yanking my jeans the rest of the way down | nudge my cock up against his entrance. 


"Yeah, keep lookin’ at me, Junior. Keep lookin’ at me while | fuck you. ‘cause you love a good fucking, don't you?" 


He hisses and arches away from the floor, my hands slamming him back down. Damn, he's strong now. Can tell 
he's been working out. But he's no match for me. No matter how hard he fights, I'll still be able to overpower 


him. 


Slowly | push myself in, ignoring his protests and screams as | breech him. His fingers stretch as he tries to 
scratch me, legs clamping to my hips. Yet he says nothing. Doesn't tell me to back off. Doesn't tell me to stop. 
Would | have stopped if he'd told me to? Damn fuckin’ right | would. Instead he just lies there, eventually 
relaxing back to the floor. 


"You're a fuckin’ bastard, Dave," he finally hisses. 
"Don't like it?" | chuckle. 


When his legs wrap around my waist, | know it's a whole other story. Still pinned to the floor, Junior arches his 
head against the carpet, teeth bared, and a slow hiss filling the air. "Just do it, fucker. Just fuck me and get 
off" 


"Make me." 


He wriggles beneath me, his ass flexing around my dick. | let out a low howl, suddenly blinded by the sensation 
of being back inside of him. Arching over him, | begin to rock with short, deep thrusts. He screams, body still 
fighting mine. Its rough, it's painful, but damn, it feels fucking great. 


Letting go of his wrists, | feel his arms wind around my neck, fingers tangling in my hair and pulling. He heaves 
me back down to him, giving me almost painful kisses. | can taste blood on my tongue. His blood, my blood, 


mixing together as it's done so often before. 


Suddenly, I'm flat on my back, pressed against the carpet as Junior straddles my hips. Tearing his tight, black 
shirt off, he tosses it away before attacking mine, tearing it from collar to hem. His lips attack my chest, 
sucking on my nipples before his teeth scrape along my jaw. Suddenly wrapped in all things Junior, | feel like I'm 


dying. His warmth, his scent, his tightness, his mere essence is driving me to the edge of consciousness. 
"Fuck, Junior. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Just finish it already!" 

He stops rocking and | can feel him looking down at me. Refusing to open my eyes, | let him guide me into a 
gentle kiss. Rising from the floor, my hands clasp his head and pull him close, the fight from both of us 


melting away. 


"| didn't expect it to be like this," he murmurs. "I didn't expect us to wind us fucking." 


"What did you expect?" | pant. 

"To come back and play. Thats all” 

"You didn't want this?" 

A moment of silence before, "No." 

"Why not?" 

"Because we'd moved on," he replies. 

Suddenly | choke up, a lump tight in my throat. "I-" 

Another soft kiss, his tongue brushing against my lips. "You what?" 


"| never moved on" 


He presses closer, tongue sweeping into my mouth. Groaning, | pull my legs up, encouraging him to move. He 


does, slowly, gifting me with the passionate kisses from our youth. 

"Dave..." 

"Yeah." 

"Stroke me." 

Taking a hand from his hair, | push it between us and, for the first time in nearly a decade, feel him. Junior 
melts against me, soft sighs tickling my cheek as he lies his head against my shoulder. He murmurs my name, 


quietly begging me to make him come. 


With my free hand stroking his curved back, | quietly speak to him, "Come on, baby. Come on. You can do this. | 
love you. Never stopped loving you." 


"Never stopped loving you, either.” 

"| know." 

His skin feels so soft under my fingers, feels like it did all those years ago on that balmy LA evening in the 
van. The night | took his virginity will remain with me forever. Those eyes staring at me through the gloom 


and the pot smoke, lips full and pink as | kissed him. The way his body melded to mine on the shitty mattress. 


The way the sounds from the street disappeared to moving as our sighs and moans filled the tiny space. 


With a shudder and a cry of my name, he comes, his ass tightening around me. | join him, my warmth filling 
him as his seed coats my hand and stomach, stars bursting behind my eyes. It feels amazing, incredible even, 
and worth every pained moment of wondering how I'd welcome him back to the band. | hadn't wanted to be 


nasty. Hadn't wanted to be spiteful. But | was still scarred from his actions, just as his scarred by mine. 
Sliding his hands under my shoulders, David lies against my chest, head tucked under my chin. His hair spreads 
over my flesh in soft waves and | run my hands over it before clasping his back. | can feel his heart beating 
and, for the first time in a long time, it beats the same rhythm as mine. 


"Love you," he murmurs again. 


"Love you too, David" 


